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At the very
least -- get the
word out.

Keep it down,
this isn’t time
and place!

Are you
two nuts?

There has to be a
way to stop this.
That easy to scare
all of you into
submission, huh?
Gods...

Look around. Most
of us are no hero
material. And those
who were are dead.

This isn’t funny,
McCarthy.

Most of us are
one foot in the
grave anyway.
He’s right. What do you
think will happen when
our work here is done?
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Banquet’s
finished!
Move!
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Touch me again, see
what happens.
With you talking
back like that -probably...

...this!
I’ve come to
accept your
offer.

What happened
to “over my dead
body”?

Hey!

What The
HELL?

Now this is
a surprise.

You’ve got
something to
say too?

The scrapyard is yours
on one condition: you’ll
send your mercs there
right now.
Not tomorrow,
not next week.
Immediately.

And if I
don’t?
What’s the
rush?

Leave him
alone.

You have...
competition.
Let me guess.
Black Dealers.
I reckon that’s the
bunch you wouldn’t
want sitting tight and
comfy along the only
good road west.

true. so, what
do you want for
the scrapyard?

You got
yourself a
deal.

I don’t care about the
money. But one day I’m
gonna need a favor,
and probably -- a big
one.

Please! Don’t
do this!
She’s just a
kid! She doesn’t
understand.

Make her understand
or next time I’ll deal with
the brat my way. Is that
clear?

You’ll, um...

probably
need this.

Show’s over!
Get to work!

And take this mouthy
piece of shit to the
solitary before the
Commander decides
what to do with him.
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Doherty... why
does this look like
a mine field map?

Because it is.
I’m assuming you
remember how to
handle explosives.
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I was afraid
of this...

That dimwit is a
total psycho.
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Make no mistake,
next time he is
gonna kill her.

You must talk
to her.

I did.

Talking’s not gonna do
any good at this point.
If Grace doesn’t understand
what kind of danger she’s in -nothing any of us might say
will make a difference.

Do you have a
better idea?

How’s the
eyes?
Are you
SERiOUS?
We need to get her
out of here.

All arguments aside,
she sticks out like a
sore thumb because of
her age.

the dims will
notice she’s
gone...

Why so spooked,
Hank? Just a friendly
visit from an old pal...

Who the hell
is here?

What do
you
want?

Enough is
enough...

4

The dims have a friend of
mine. I want to know
where they’ve taken her.
You were one
of them, you’ve
gotta know.

I’m not exactly keeping in
touch. And I don’t owe you
nothin’. Get out.
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Do I look that
miserable?

Yet.

Oh, right... you
can’t see me.

Do you think it will
work better with your
eyeballs intact?

How is that
unholy sciencepowered therapy
going?

Keep working
and listen...

Shut up and listen
very carefully...

You’ll just
rat me out...

Tomorrow evening,
during the sentries’
shift change...
Give me one good reason, why
I shouldn’t go looking for the
closest Guard patrol right
now or better yet -- tell your
former friends where to find
your sorry ass.
If your friend is
still alive -- she must
be there.

What the..?

I’ll bring you
some dims gear

and we’ll go for
a ride posing as a
salvage crew.

And then
what?

Holy Fort, former Garza
island Dock. Before I left
I caught wind of it being
turned into a prison.

Keep your eyeballs.
For now.

Why? You dimwits
never bothered with
prisoners before.
I don’t know, to all
the gods I swear I
don’t know!

Just in case I
don’t find what I’m
looking for.
Then we get out of
here. As long as you
keep your mouth shut
and let me do all
the talking...
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Speaking of
trust...

your buddies here
aren’t that stupid
to fall for this.

They’re not too
bright either.
they trust their
own too much.

Do you want to get
out of here or not?
So...

What if we’re
made?

out of
the car!

what’s the progress on
the fuel? you promised
more efficient output,
and it’s about time you
delivered.

We floor it and hope
for the best.

Any chance I can have
my gear back? without
my harness I’m going
nowhere.

you know what the
one benefit of really
venerable age is?

I’ll try to get it, but
no guarantees. Also,
no discussion of this
with anyone.

What about my friends?
I can't just leave them
behind! Not without
saying a word!
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Ah, yes,
the fuel...

In a way none of
this is my idea if
you know what I
mean.

You realize that
you’ve actually lived
a long life...

and nothing
really scares you
any more...
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Change of
plans! Run!

I can’t...

I’ve got your gear.
Now move like you
have a purpose!
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What’s your
name?

Mal. Looks
like we got
lucky.

Here’s your
stuff.
Yeah, what
was that?
Looked like fuel
explosion to me.

Why would
they...

someone’s
coming.

Indeed.

Shut up
and hide.
Hide.
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Wait...
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Doherty?!

stop!
No, no,

no!

You know
this guy?
Containment procedure.
As much as it pains me to
admit this, they are
disgustingly well trained.

No long introductions.
Mal, this is Doherty, he’s
a friend! Doherty, this is Mal,
he’s bust me out of
prison.

Ammonia.
Explosives?

Lower your
guns!
Why are
they keeping
us here?

What do
you say?
We stay trapped in
a cliché or do as my
friend suggests?

That blast did a lot of
damage. And the smell.
it’s... familiar somehow.

I'm more worried about
that reddish haze...

What!?

I don’t think I’m
here to fight YOU.

my gods…
this
can’t be…

Back before the war I
worked for CONTINENTAL
Aerospace Taskforce…
I’ve seen damage like that
after a fuel line ruptured
in one of the hangars.
nitrogen tetroxide...

Isn’t that rocket
fuel oxidizer?

Thank you...
oh kid...
I’m so
sorry.

now this is new.

So... not a
dimwit, huh?
No.

Well I’ll be...
a redeemer with
conscience.
It’s necessary.
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That would
be some contradiction in terms.

It is…
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...and that's pretty
much it.

No. I have some...
friends who might
be willing to help.

So what,
we just
drop it!?

Whatever it is the
dims are doing -- it
can’t be good.

Friends, huh? If those
who I think they are
-- it might be worth
a shot.

There is a lot of
engineering going
on in that Fort.

I’m thinking this
will be old news
to them.

Looks like we
have no choice
but to turn to the
Guard for help.

The chain’s gonna be
quite short. General
Mason and me, we go
way back.

But the Guard
should be brought
up to speed on all
this regardless of
what it is they
think they know.

Are you saying
they know about
the prison?

This is making less
and less sense by
the minute!
That would be an overstatement, but I have hard
time believing the Guard
just missed such a big op
so close to their borders.

And they’re
sitting on their
hands because?

Damn
politics.
And while this intel
makes its way up the
chain of command...

We can hitch a ride
from Dune Point to
Palomo...

The Guard are
spread thin as
it is.
Sort of.

I stashed your tin
friend there.

No matter how much they
might want to deal with the
dims -- they can’t do it without
starting another war, which I
doubt they could win right now.

this ain’t the
friendliest
neighborhood.

Best we stick
together until
then.
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What!?

Could have
let him die...

He’s the
enemy.

You’re the sin...
you... destroy all
you touch...

He’s my
patient!
Five scientists died
in that lab, ten more
were killed in the
nearby area.

Right.
‘Guess that moral
high Ground’s served
you pretty well so far.
Reality check:
they are the evil.

Redeemers’ casualties are two
times that, and probably more
are going to die in the next
couple of days.
If the lab didn’t blow
up on its own -- passing
judgement on who’s the
evil gets tricky.

You’ve never been at
war, have you?

Keep looking around,
carefully, ‘cause you’re
about to see what that
kind of despair makes
people do.

These people here...
they are convinced
no one will come and
save them.
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There was no
way for you to
free them all.

Take Grace
with you.

Mind doing an
old man a favor?

Excuse me?

What!?

I know it’s a big
ask. She’s a bright
kid, she’ll fit in.

I know
that look.
I thought Ursa would
know better than sending
someone this young to the
redeemers’ den.

Look... I can’t
take on this kind of
responsibility.
I’m only asking you to
take her to Ursa. From then
on she’s not your problem.

Anger of a man
witnessing evil,
powerless
to stop it.

How did you
know?

You can’t possibly
be sure you can
trust me.

Through no fault
of yours.
I’m an old man,
son, I’ve met Ursan
scouts before.

That ruckus at the camp
was a good time to bail out
without tipping Ursa’s hand
to the dims.

Was strange, seeing
former lab heads playing
cloak and dagger.
You used to be a
scientist?
Engineer.

You could
have escaped
alone, but you
got Grace out.

What makes you
think Ursa will be
safe?

Please. There’s no
place for her out
here, not any more.

The dustup between
the Guard and the
dims is only a matter
of time now.
It’s gonna be ugly,
and I bet Ursa will
do their best to stay
out of it.
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Unlike you?
The dims and their
goddamn prison have
to go, and this time
I’ll see to that.
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Not cryptic
at all...

Safety.

After the explosion she
disappeared, and since she
wasn’t among the casualties,
it’s safe to assume she had
escaped.

The girl
was there.

Can you at
least tell me
where we’re
going?
And the dims
just let her?

The dimwits had their
hands full with the fires
and possibility of massive
prison break.
I don’t think they had the
time to worry about some
stray kid.
but you think
she’s alive?

I spotted some footprints leading from the
camp to Pelican bay.

Doherty seems to trust
you though... for whatever
reason.

How do you know it
was her?
mark II exo-harness
track’s quite distinctive.
and she wans’t alone.

That’s a
complication.

Probably not.

There is no way
to know where
she went.

I guess you’re
not telling me
what’s that all
about either.

I’m going to
enjoy these little
conversations,
aren’t I?

CODEX!
CODEX! ARE YOU
ALRIGHT, BUDDY?

That’s not your
concern.
Go back to the
camp, continue your
investigation.
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Dismissed.
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Affirmative. I am
satisfied to see
you undamaged
as well.

Meet Mal, our
new… friend, I
guess.

This unit’s
designation is
confusing.

I’m sure
it is.

What’s your
original
designation?

Wow... you’re not
surprised.
This should be
interesting...

Where did it
come from?

ARC t.o.r.c.h.
archival unit
x-301/2.2.

I didn't know any
of these survived.

Redeemers raided and
burned almost all the
libraries and archives
they could find.

Why are you
calling him it?
What?

What's left of
the saint wells
Prometheus
Library.

Nothing... just
doesn't sound
right.

Are we done here?
We’d better move,
there’s a long road
ahead.
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